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^all the Don cossacks who had retained their equipment and
"horses.
The quay was a solid mass of Kalmyks from the Salsk
region. They had driven droves of horses and camels from
^Manich and Sal, and had carried their wooden dwelling huts
'as far as the sea. Turning up their noses at the sour scent
of sheep-fat given off by this crowd, Gregor and Ryabchikov
approached the gangway of a large transport steamer
moored alongside the quay. The gangways were guarded
by a reinforced guard of officers from the Markov division.
Don cossack artillery men were crowded close by, awaiting
embarkation. The stern of the vessel was littered with guns
under khaki tarpaulins. Forcibly pushing Ms way through
the crowd, Gregor asked a youthful-looking, black-
moustached sergeant:
" What is this battery, friend ? "
The sergeant gave Gregor a sidelong look, and reluctantly
answered:
* The 36th,"
' From Kargin ? "
' Yes/'
' Who's in charge of the embarkation ? "
* Why, there he stands by the rail.  Some colonel, he is."
Ryabchikov pulled Gregorys sleeve, and angrily said:
" Let's go, and they can go to the devil! D'you think
you'll get any sense out of this lot ? They needed us whea
we were fighting, but they've got no use for us now. ..."
The sergeant smiled, and winked at the artillery men
drawn up in line :
" You're lucky, men ! They're even turning down the
officers! "
The colonel in charge of embarkation operations swiftly
came down the gangway; after him hurried a baldheaded
official in an expensive, unbuttoned sheepskin. The man
imploringly pressed his catskin cap to his chest, and made
some remark. There was such a beseeching expression on
his sweaty face and in his shortsighted eyes that the colonel
turned away and shouted roughly :
" I've already told you once 5 Don't pester me, or I'll
give orders for you to be taken to the shore. You've^ lost
your wits ! Where the devil can we put your rubbish ?
Are you blind ? You can see what's happening. Oh, go